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and the pipes were missing. But he was talking to me, this Pan-God, asking mundane questions about my qualifications and ambitions.
"What do you know about India?" he asked with a slight lisp.
"Er—nothing," I stammered.
"What are your qualifications then?"
"I'm a reporter and I'm twenty-one."
His name was W. T. Coulton, otherwise "the Skipper," known and loved by all Fleet Street to this day.
I left his office in a dream, vaguely exalted, but I confess that my mind was still hankering after a London job. Two or three days later I found myself staring disbelicvingly at a typewritten letter asking me to go for an interview with one Sir Stanley Reed and also to send him specimens of my work.
Sir Stanley had recently retired from the editorship of the Times of India after a distinguished career. Our interview took place at his flat, grandly situated in the West End. lie was tall, lean, sun-dried and quick-spoken, with the manners of a grand seigneur. He was also a man of quick decisions. The Times of India wanted a. young man who would make India his life's career. After a Tew minutes' conversation Sir Stanley had offered me the job of chief reporter of the Times of India at a monthly salary of Rs. 500 (,t;J7 l().v.), plus free quarters over the olli.cc at Bori Bunder, Bombay. They were prepared, he said, to pay for a first-class passage by the British India line or a second-class by P. & (). lie said he would give me time to think it over, and 1 needed it, for never was ignorant youth more da.x/led and confused, flattered and bewildered. Sir Stanley, in his kindness, loaded me with advice—I must buy a, dinner jacket, everybody wore them when dining out, and, anyway, I would need it on hoard; temperance was strongly advisable bul; not sl.riel teetotalism, one weak whisky and soda, at: sunset was the ideal; I must get cards printed and "drop them" on all my seniors; I had far better wait till I reached Bombay to get my tropical kit; I must not buy one of the ridiculously shaped solar topees that they sold in London; and so on.